no       THE   INDIAN  SCENE
Excusable, of course, on any other day of the week, but smelling to heaven on a Tuesday' It is still a Tuesday, and the sight of the pickets is reassuring, but that outrageous romantic incident will not bear repetition, and we reach Ali Masjid with no worse excitement than the quite pleasurable one of taking the curves of the road at a swinging pace in an extremely comfortable high-power motor-car.
From a little above Ali Masjid to the foot of the pass the road is doubled, and going up on the higher road you see the camel caravans descending by the lower. A camel caravan is like a goods train on legs. And such legs! For sense of power and endurance I know nothing in the animal world which quite equals the Afghan camel. He is to the trotting camel or camel of the desert what the Shire horse is to the racehorse or park hack. As tall as the tallest trotting camel, he has enormous thighs and